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EDITORIAL 


Tale   Bearing 


By  President  Hugh  B.  Brown. 


I  HE  sin  of  evil  speaking  is  apparently 
as  old  as  the  race.  The  Lord  told 
Job  he  would  deliver  him  from  great 
Itroables  and  ha  ksted  war,  famine,  wild 
beasts,  etc.,  and  also  said,  ''  Thou  shalt  be 
hid  from  the  scourge  of  the  tongue."  (Job 
5  :  2i.)  "A  wholesome  tongue  is  a  tree 
of  life ;  but  perverseness  therein  is  a  breach 
of  the  spirit."  (Prov.  15  :  4.)  "If  any  man 
among  you  seem  to  be  religious,  and  bridleth 
not  his  tongue,  but  deceiveth  his  own  heart, 
this  man's  religion  is  vain."  (James  1  :  26.) 
"  But  the  tongue  can  no  man  tame;  it  is  an 
unruly  evil,  full  of  deadly  poison."  (James 
3:8.) 

From  an  early  volume  of  the  Millennial 
Star  we  quote  the  following,  which  was 
published  under  the  caption,  "  BACK- 
BITING." 

lNone  Will  Admit  Guilt  In  This. 

"  This  is  a  very  expressive  and  common 
term  applied  to  a  practice  that  has  in  it 
many  of  the  disagreeable  elements  of  slander, 
but  is  of  too  paltry  a  nature  to  be  desig- 
nated by  that  name.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
offensive  and  least  excusable  of  the  petty 
vices,  and  the  general  contempt  in  which  it 
is  held  is  proven  by  the  earnestness  with 
which  everyone  denies  being  guilty  of  it. 
Self-confessed  sinners  of  almost  every  class 
and  degree  may  be  met  with  but  a  frank  and 
unqualitied  confession  of  the  offence  of  back- 
biting is  a  phenomenon  of  such  rare  occur- 
ence that  probably  few  of  our  readers  can 
call  one  to   mind. 

"  We  are  often  surprised  at  the  persistence 
with  which  the  backbiter  will  hunt  for  the 
little  flaw  upon  which  to  direct  his  sting, 
and  also  at  the  skill  with  which  he  secures 
himself  from  punishment.  Such  care  and 
industry  in  a  good  cause  would  not  fail  to 
bring    about   the    most    satisfactory    results. 

If  There  Were  No  Good  Listeners — 

"  There  are  some  people  conscientious 
enough  to  refrain  from  backbiting,  who 
nevertheless,  enjoy  the  conversation  of  those 
given  to  this  weakness.  They  do  not  pre- 
pare the  feast,  but  they  swallow  the  viands 
with  a  relish.  They  are  good  listeners,  and 
by  their  encouragement  in  this  way  they  are 
partially  responsible  for  the  mischief  done. 
Depend  upon  it,  if  there  were  no  listeners 
there  would  be  fewer  tattlers.  We  once 
knew  a  man  who  had  hung  up  in  his  sitting 
room  a  card  on  which  was  prettily  worked 
the  quaint  old  motto,  commonly  known  as 
the  Morm.on  creed,. 'Mind  your  own  business.' 
When  any  of  his  family,  friends  or  neigh- 
bours ventured  to  indulge  in  unkind  reflec- 
tions upon  others,  and  started  upon  a  back- 


biting discussion,  he  would  gently  and 
pleasantly  call  their  attention  to  the  card, 
making  some  remark  as  to  its  colour,  design, 
etc.  The  effect,  sometimes,  would  be  curious. 
To  have  those  homely  and  emphatic  words 
suddenly  stare  one  in  the  eyes  just  as  he  or 
she  was  commencing  a  pleasant  little  story 
of  petty  scandal,  would  be  too  much  for  the 
equanimity  of  the  most  confirmed  backbiter, 
and  blushes  and  a  sudden  ominous  silence 
would  plainly  tell  that  the  gentle  hint  was 
taken. 

Treat  Them  With  The  Contempt 
They  Deserve. 

"  The  power  of  backbiters  for  evil  would 
be  materially  lessened  if  those  subject  to 
their  attacks  would  attach  less  importance 
to  them,  and  treat  them  with  that  con- 
temptuous silence  they  deserve.  The  best 
defence  we  can  offer  against  calumny  is  to 
live  beyond  its  reproach.  Some  people  feel 
continually  called  upon  to  defend  their 
characters  and  waste  a  great  portion  of  their 
time  in  seeking  to  meet  and  refute  every 
aspersion  that  is  made  upon  them.  Now 
life  is  too  short  and  valuable  to  be  spent 
in  such  an  unprofitable  and  foolish  manner. 
The  character  that  takes  one's  whole  time 
to  defend  is  seldom  worth  the  trouble  of 
defending.  A  good  character  is  its  own  best 
defence,  and  it  is  wonderful,  even  in  this 
wicked  world,  how  much  more  a  man  is 
judged  by  what  he  does  than  by  what  is  said 
of  him. 

Time  Is  An  Impartial  Leveller. 

"  We  can  afford  to  let  time  vindicate  us. 
Time  is  an  impartial  leveller.  It  gradually 
strips  us  of  every  adventitious  aid  with  which 
we  may  have  unjustly  propped  ourselves  up, 
and  removes  from  us  every  incubus  that  pre- 
judice, malice  and  scandal  may  have  used  to 
weight  us  down,  and  leaves  us  fairly  stand- 
ing upon  that  foundation  we  have  builded 
for    ourselves.  There    is    a    day    awaiting 

humanity  when  we  will  be  as  little  affected 
by  the  evil  that  has  been  unjustly  spoken 
of  us  by  enemies,  as  by  the  good  that  has 
been  unduly  placed  to  our  credit  by  the 
partiality  of  friends," 

An  editorial  in  the  May  number  of  the 
Improvement  Era.  this  year  condemns  the 
practice  as  follows  :— 

"  We  have  paid  our  respects  to  many 
varieties  of  human  ills,  but  there  is  one  brand 
of  cankering  practice,  not  peculiar  to  any 
time  or  place,  that  causes  our  thoughts  to 
rise  in  eloquent  protest,  if  not  our  words. 
We  have  reference  to  that  brand  of  whisper- 
ing which  travels  like  a  windswept  fire  from 
(Continued  page  142.) 
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Life   in   Perspective 

By  the  Late  William  A.  Hyde. 


SAYING  of  a  wise  man  caught  my 
eye.  It  sank  into  my  mind  as 
words  sometimes  do,  and  commenced  to 
germinate.  Said  I,  "  Here  is  a  seed 
thought,  let  me  cultivate  it,  and  it  may 
bring  profitable  meditation.  Straightway 
I  set  it  down,  and  here  it  is  :  "  The  pur- 
pose of  life  is  to  believe,  not  what  the 
hours,  but  what  the  years  and  the 
centuries  say."  Thought  I,  this  has  the 
simplicity  and  the  soundness  of  scripture. 
In  its  depths,  there  may  be  much  comfort. 
It  will  help  me  to  have  the  right  perspec- 
tive of  life.  It  will  show  me  the  value 
of  distance  in  making  up  the  beauty  of  a 
scene — the  advantage  of  keeping  my  eyes 
ahead  instead  of  upon  the  unlovely  things 
at  my  feet.  Then  I  began  to  put  down 
in  order  the  various  ends  to  which  my 
thought  was  leading  me,  and  straight- 
way a  score  or  more  of  men  and  women 
came  flocking  to  me  out  of  history  to  fur- 
nish me  proof  for  my  argument.  "  I 
must  close  my  record  to  all  but  a  few,"  I 
said  regretfully,  and  here  they  follow. 

Joseph  the  son  of  Jacob,  for  his  virtue 
was  cast  into  prison.  He  lay  in  a  dark 
dungeon,  in  privation  and  loneliness  ex- 
cept for  the  malefactors  and  evil  men 
around  him.  Here,  for  ought  anyone 
knew,  was  to  terminate  a  life  that  had 
much  promise  for  this  dreamer. 

To  those  who  knew  only  the  superficial 
circumstances,  what  did  this  hour  say? 

That  virtue  is  not  profitable.  That  if 
one  is  to  succeed,  he  must  make  obeisance 
to  power,  and  not  listen  to  his  conscience. 
As  we  know  history,  what  do  the  centuries 
say? 

That  virtue  is  a  highway  to  the  favour 
of  God.  That  upon  one  great  act  world 
history  may  be  built.  That  a  generation 
was  established  upon  this  man's  merit. 
That  his  family  manner  should  be  carried 
by  worthy  men  down  to  the  latest  day. 
and  that  his  life  has  coloured  the  history 
of  the  world. 

One  who  had  within  him  the  essence  of 
divinity,  walked  the  hills  of  Palestine. 
He   seemed   merely   a   man   among   men 


He  had  not  so  much  a  home,  as  the 
"  foxes  had  holes,  or  the  birds  of  the  air 
had  nests."  He  preached  the  new  doc- 
trine of  love,   as  against  the  old  one  of 

an  eye  for  an  eye  and  a  tooth  for  a 
tooth."  He  made  friends  of  the  poor, 
and  enemies  of  many  of  the  rich  and 
powerful.  He  came,  bruised  and  beaten 
and  spit  upon,  to  ignominious  death  be- 
tween thieves,  but  with  a  few  friends 
weeping  out  their  sorrow  around  him. 

To  the  jeering,  as  well  as  to  the  mourn- 
ing witnesses,  what  did  that  fateful  hour 
say? 

That  it  is  not  profitable  to  set  one's 
self  up  against  established  customs  and 
traditions.  That  lofty  thoughts  cannot 
be  depended  upon  to  beat  down  the 
granite  walls  of  prejudice.  That  a 
wholesome  philosophy  of  life  cannot  safely 
run  counter  to  the  passions  and  pre- 
judices of  men  in  power.  That  there  is 
small  comfort  to  bleed  on  a  cross,  when 
your  followers  turn  again  to  their  fishing. 

As  we  know  them,  what  do  twenty 
centuries  say? 

That  unnumbered  ages  before,  the  Son 
had  his  eye  on   Calvary.  That  a  God 

descended  and  rose  again,  to  sit  on  the 
right  hand   of  power.  That  one  who 

created  the  world  came  to  save  and 
redeem  it.  That  sacrifice  of  self  will  win 
a  crown.  That  faith  is  the  great  neces- 
sity in  a  world  of  doubt.  That  countless 
millions  from  that  fateful  hour  have  more 
or  less  clearly  seen  the  light  ahead.  That 
where  a  few  men  and  women  wept  upon 
that  desolate  hill,  thousands  would  cheer- 
fully give  their  lives  to  add  to  that 
mission  and  sacrifice. 

Many  have  suffered  by  torture  and 
burning,  because  they  had  the  courage  to 
think  independently — refusing  to  follow 
the  beaten  path  of  error. 

What  did  the  hour  say  of  such? 

It  is  dangerous  to  liberate  the  mind. 
Others  have  thought  for  you,  at  your 
peril  you  disagree. 

Yet  the  centuries  have  canonized 
Galileo,   Bruno,   and  Luther,   and  a  hun- 
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dred  others  who  dared  to  exercise  the 
right  to  think  and  speak. 

Out  of  the  back  woods  came  a  boy  who 
had  the  courage  to  ask  of  God  a  direct, 
specific  question.  God  heard  him  as  he 
hears  all  faith,  and  trom  the  heavens  re- 
vealed himself  and  his  Son,  and  made 
answer.  With      child-like      obedience 

Joseph  Smith  set  himself  to  do  the  will 
of  the  Father  and  the  world  opposed  him. 
He  was  called  a  dreamer,  a  trickster,  a 
scoundrel,  and  for  the  remainder  of  his 
life  was  harassed  as  few  men  have  been. 
Assaulted,  hounded,  beaten,  imprisoned, 
and  finally  slain,  while  his  dazed  and 
bewildered  followers  stood  helpless. 

Before  an  incredulous  world,  what  was 
the  verdict  of  that  hour? 

That  one  cannot  see  the  unseeable. 
That  one  cannot  have  verbal  answer  from 
God.  That  you  cannot  set  up  divine 
authority  against  accepted  thought.  It 
was  the  old  warfare  of  the  Eastern  world, 
revived  upon  this  land  of  liberty. 

To  nearly  a  half  million  followers,  what 
does  the  century  say? 

That  a  universal  man  had  come  upon 
earth's  scene.  That  mobs  cannot  still 
the  voice  of  the  Almighty.  That  men 
had  rejected  a  philosophy  of  saving  power. 
That  a  light  had  come  into  the  world  that 
the  clouds  of  error  could  not  dim.  That 
a  saving  force  had  come  to  bring  about 
the  regeneration  of  the  world. 

The  church  that  this  man  led  was 
momentarily  stunned  by  the  tragedy.  It 
was  left  to  pursue,  unled  for  the  time, 
its  hazardous  and  imperiled  way.  The 
bones  of  many  of  its  people  bleached  upon 
the  plains.  Like  its  founder  it  was 
buffeted  and  smitten.  It  was  ostracised 
from  among  the  family  of  accepted 
Christian     churches.  Its     name     was 

anathema  in  all  lands,  and  at  times, 
harpies  gloated  over  its  impending 
destruction. 

But  to  us,  who  remain  upon  the  stage 
to  bear  the  work,  what  does  the  century 
say? 

That  truth  is  indestructible.  That  the 
authority  of  God  may  exist  quietly  and 
potently  among  men.  That  a  man  from 
the  farm  or  the  workshop  may  come  to 
wear  the  mantle  of  an  apostle  or  a  pro- 


phet. That  a  desert  with  divine  help  is 
kinder  than  a  mob.  That  temples  grow 
out  of  the  ashes  of  martyrs.  That  the 
Holy  Spirit  is  perennial  and  life  giving. 
That  the  growth  of  the  kingdom  is  but 
the  evolving  of  principles,  the  whole  of 
which  are  in  the  mind  of  Ciod,  and  yet  to 
come. 

As  for  you  and  me,  as  the  hours  strike, 
one  after  another,  what  do  they  say? 

I  am  weary — I  am  disappointed — I  am 
nearly   discouraged.  This  has  been  a 

sorrowful  day  for  me,  I  stood  at  the 
grave  of  a  friend.  To-day  I  was  sorely 
tempted.  To-day  a  man  pressed  me  for 
the  payment  of  a  debt.  To-day  I  was 
misunderstood.  My  troubles  never  come 
singly,  "  It  never  rains  but  it  pours."  I 
am  very  tired. 

When  we  come  to  see  the  whole  of  our 
lives  what  shall  we  say? 

Life  has  been  an  up-hill  climb,  but  the 
view  is  splendid  at  the  summit.  The 

important  thing  is  that  I  am  not  in  the 
valley  below  but  upon  the  mountain  top. 
That  patience  has  been  more  than  half  of 
miy  faith.  That  I  have  choice  friends 

with  me  now  and  on  ahead.  That  love 
is  the  great  law.  That  obedience  to  God 
is  not  servility.  That  in  my  travels  I 
have  carried  my  treasures  with  me — they 
are  in  my  mind  and  heart.  That  I  have 
battled  and  striven,  I  have  honest  scars 
my  body  will  testify.  Surely  this  has 
been  a  good  life,  and  its  pains  are  not  the 
least  valuable. 

What  does  the  hour  say  about  our  work 
in  the  church? 

People  are  slow  to  learn.  They  will 
not  bear  responsibility.  I  do  not  seem 
to  see  the  results  that  should  come  from 
days  of  study  and  work.  Why  should 
I  give  up  the  joys  of  life  that  other  people 
have,  to  serve  the  unappreciative? 

These  are  things  we  sometimes  say. 
What  is  the  answer  that  the  generation 
gives  ? 

To-day  I  saw  a  boy  who  was  hard  to 
manage  in  my  Sunday  School  class. 
He  has  grown  to  be  a  strong,  energetic 
man.  He  is  now  doing  the  work  I  did 
in  my  prime.  He  laughed  when  he  re- 
counted his  pranks.  Something  I  once 
(Continued  page  137.) 
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The   Flame 

A  Short  Short  Story. 
By  Christie  Lund. 


UT  his  last  words  were  to  tell  voli 
to   be    brave.  Going    on    with 

your  dance  when  all  these  people  are  wait- 
ing- is  being  brave.  Vou  can't  disappoint 
them  now.  Oh,  you  shouldn't  have  seen 
the  telegram  until  later." 

Joe,  the  tall  handsome  young  man  who 
was  the  dancei-,  Laurizinia's  favoured 
brother,  reached  out  beseeching  young 
hands  towards  his  sister  as  he  spoke.  But 
her  eyes  that  were  of  a  sudden  like  stag- 
nant pools  looked  past  him  ;  after  a  long 
moment  of  silence,  she  spoke  bitterly — as 
though  her  constricted  breath  would  not 
let  her  say  more  than  one  word  at  a  time, 
"  You  speak  to  me  of  dancing  when  life 
has  gone  out  of  me?  " 

He  was  all  sympathy,  his  clean  blue 
eyes  lilmed  by  tears  as  he  said,  "  I  know 
how  you  feel  and  Zinia,  I'm  beastly  sorry. 
But  life  has  to  go  on.  Think  of  the 

millions  of  people  who  have  known  a  de- 
vastating grief  who  go  on — bravely. 
Your  audience  is  out  there  waiting.  They 
love  you,  they  have  lifted  you  from 
nothing  to  the  heights — you  musn't  fail 
them."  When  she  did  not  answer  he 
went  on  persuadingly.  "  Jerrv  died 
blazing  new  trails  for  those  coming  after 
him,  he  was  not  afraid.  And  one  reason 
he  loved  you  was  because  you  were  always 
so  fearless,  so  full  of  fire,  of  the  spirit 
that  woudn't  be  beaten." 

"  Don't — don't — don't,"  she  screamed, 
I  can't  bear  it.  Get  out,  get  out.  Leave 
me  alone." 

When  he  had  left  the  room  she  turned 
to  the  window  and  beat  her  forehead  with 
her  fist,  while  she  wished  wildly  that  she 
could  cry.  She  looked  down  into  the 
busy  street  below,  she  could  hear  the 
sound  of  horns  honking,  brakes  scraping, 
people  laughing.  Lifting  her  eyes  she 
could  see  the  sign  in  four  feet  letters  that 
held  her  name,  "  The  Incomparable 
Laurlzinia."  Yesterday  that  had  meant 
something  to  her.  Yesterday  life  had  been 
exquisitely  dear  and  now — it  was  ashes, 
less  than   nothing.        She  was  no  longer 


the  pretentious,  glamorous,  world-famous 
dancer  she  had  been.  .She  was  just  a 
woman — a  woman  bereft. 

In  every  light  along  the  street  she  could 
see  the  face  of  the  man  she  had  loved  and 
lost.  Now,  he  was  smiling  ;  now  he  was 
gently  serious,  adoring ;  and  now  his  face 
was  contracted  with  pain,  as  she  imagineil 
it  must  have  been  when  he  went  down 
with  his  plane  in  the  flames  that  had 
smothered  out  his  life.  His  precious  life 
— dear  God  !  And   Joe   had   said   that 

millions  of  people  had  known  a  devastat- 
ing grief.  Surely  no  one  had  ever  known 
anything  life  this  On  a  wild  impulse 
she  wanted  to  throw  herself  into  the 
churning-  traffic  below  and  end  everything. 
But  as  she  lifted  her  hands  and  would 
have  leaped  she  seemed  to  hear  Jerry's 
voice,  "  Tell  Zinia  to  be  brave."  Yes 
— yes,  he  would  want  her  to  go  on.  But 
why,  how  could  she  when  he  had  died? 
She  looked  upward  and  saw  against  the 
distant  darkness  of  the  sky  an  airplane 
gliding  smoothly  through  space.  An 
overwhelming  resentment  came  over  her, 
a  mad  hatred  for  this  thing  that  had  been 
the  instrument  of  his  death.  And  yet — 
he  had  loved  his  plane,  loved  the  joyous 
thrill  of  soaring  against  the  clouds,  even 
as  she  loved  (or  had  loved)  the  thrill  of 
her  dance.  She  recalled  somehow  his 

words  on  one  occasion :  ' '  Death  could 
never  be  the  end  of  a  love  like  ours,  it 
would  be  as  though  I  were  up  in  my  plane 
and   you   were   down   here.  You   look 

upward  and  know-  that  somewhere,  up 
there,  is  the  one  who  loves  you  more  than 
life.  And  I  look  down  and  know  that 
you  are  down  here — somewhere — and  we 
are  both  happy  :  one  above  and  the  other 
below — love  spannmg  the  distance  like 
silken  threads." 

She  turned  swiftly  and  threw  her  black 
and  silver  lounging  robe  on  a  chair. 
When  her  maid  entered  a  few  moments 
later  she  was  practically  ready  to  go  on 
the  stage.  In  the  wings  she  passed  her 
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How  I   Became   a   Mormon 

By  Sister  Irene  Lane,  Pretoria  Branch. 


(52| 


N    relating-   this,    the    story    of   my 
conversion  to  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ  of  Latter-day  Saints,   it  is  neces- 
sary    that     I      turn 
back    a    few    of    the 
pages  of  my  book  of 
life  and  give  to  you 
some    of    the    facts 
contained  therein. 

I  was  born  of 
tine,  loving,  upright 
parents  both  of 
whom  were  faithful 
members  of  the 
Church  of  England. 
They  were  desirous 
that  the  spiritual  side  of  my  training 
should  not  be  neglected,  and  so  I  was 
required  to  attend  church  three  times 
every  Sunday  from  early  childhood  on. 

As  a  child,  I  did  not  mind  this,  and 
went  merely  because  I  was  told  to  go ; 
but  as  I  grew  older  and  began  to  think 
for  myself,  the  feeling  was  born  within 
me  that  there  was  a  certain  something 
lacking  in  these  services  I  was  attending. 
I  felt  that  the  paid  ministers  were  in- 
sincere in  their  callings,  and  felt  that  they 
should  live  and  preach  the  Gospel  as  did 
the  ancient  apostles.  My  father  and  I 
were  always  the  closest  of  friends,  and 
when  I  took  my  questions  and  doubts  to 
him,  he  was  willing-  to  discuss  them  with 
me ;  but,  after  doing  so,  still  insisted  that 
I  continue  attending  the  Church  of 
England  services.  I  was  determined  that 
if  I  ever  left  home  I  would  stop  going  to 
this  church.  However,  when  I  did  leave 
home,  I  continued  to  attend  the  Church 
of  England  out  of  respect  to  my  father. 

My  husband,  Walter  E.  Lane,  was  also 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  England,  and 
we  married  in  that  church  in  Durban. 
During  the  years  of  my  married  life,  I 
attended  several  different  churches,  but 
every  service  I  v/ent  to,  no  matter  what 
the  denomination,  I  always  came  away 
feeling  empty,  depressed,  and  wishing  I 
had  never  gone.  The  feeling  that  some- 
thing   was    lacking^   in    all   of   them    was 


growing  stronger  and  stronger.  1  was 
desirous  of  serving  the  Lord,  and  was 
doing  so  to  the  best  of  my  ability  in  my 
own  way,  but  I  felt  that  it  was  important 
that  I  should  discover  which  was  His  true 
Church  that  I  might  learn  to  serve  God 
in  His  way  rather  than  in  my  own  way. 

After  my  husband's  death,  I  was  even 
more  fervent  in  my  desire  to  know  the 
Truth.  I  searched  everywhere.  I 
prayed  to  God  every  day  for  nearly  ten 
years  that  He  would  show  me  the  way ; 
that  He  would  give  me  something  to  hold 
to ;  that  He  would  reveal  the  Truth  to  me 
that  I  might  serve  Him  in  the  right 
manner.  Finally,  after  a  long-  time  of 
waiting.  He  did  show  me  the  way. 

At  that  time  I  was  proprietress  of  the 
tea  room  at  the  municipal  swimming 
baths.  One  day,  when  I  was  away,  two 
Mormon  Elders  came  there  to  swim,  and, 
upon  leaving,  left  some  tracts.  Upon 
my  return,  I  read  them — finding  them 
very  interesting.  A  few  days  later  the 
Elders  came  again.  The  minute  they 
started  to  speak  to  me  a  feeling,  so  strong 
as  to  leave  no  room  for  doubt,  arose  with- 
in me  that  they  were  the  true  messengers 
of  the  Lord — that  here  was  the  answer  to 
all  my  prayers — the  object  of  all  my 
searching !  With   joy    I    investig-ated 

and  studied  the  principles  of  the  Gospel 
for  the  next  two  months.  At  the  end  of 
that  time  I  requested  to  be  baptized. 

After  coming  out  of  the  waters  of 
baptism  and  receiving  the  gift  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  my  understanding  was  opened. 
I  realized  the  true  meaning  of  some  of  the 
principles  of  the  Gospel  which  I  had  not 
fully  understood  before  my  baptism. 
And,  most  imj>ortant  of  all  to  me,  I 
received  an  absolute  knowledge  that  at 
last  I  had  found  the  correct  manner  in 
which  to  serve  God  ! 

I  would  like  to  give  to  you  my  testi- 
mony of  the  truthfulness  of  the  Gospel. 
I  know  for  a  fact  that  Joseph  Smith  was 
the  true  Prophet  of  God.  I  know  that 
the  Bible  is  the  true  word  of  God,  in  so 
(Continued  page  142.) 
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Happiness 

By  Elder  Donald  B.  Carrick. 

Adam   tell  that  luun   uiight  be;  and  men  are,  that  they  might  have  joy. — 2  Nephi,  2   :  25. 


m.-''. 
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sence  of  our  eternal 
existence,  and  it  will 
be  the  end  thereof,  if 
we  follow  the  path 
that  leads  to  it.  This 
path  is  one  paved 
with  virtue,  right- 
eousness, holiness, 
and  the  command- 
ments of  God.  And 
it  is  crossed  and  in- 
tersected by  every  diverting  temptation, 
that  the  father  of  all  lies  can  put  before 
us.  Every  method  is  used  that  we  might 
be  deceived,  and  blindly  led  from  this 
path  of  everlasting  happiness  to  one  of 
brief  and  momentary  bliss  embraced  by 
the  weaknesses  of  mortal  flesh. 

When  pursuing  this  illuminated  path 
of  everlasting  ecstacy  let  us  remember ; 
that  which  we  give  to  the  body  is  but  for 
a  measured  time,  while  that  which  we 
submit  to  the  spirit  is  everlasting.  We 
should  take  a  lesson  from  the  story  in 
the  Bible  of  the  man  who  built  his  house 
upon  the  sand,  and  be  sure  that  we  build 
our  lives  upon  the  foundation  of  eternal 
truth. 

Real  happiness  is  not  dependent  upon 
the  splendours  of  environment,  nor 
glamorous  surroundings,  but  is  reflected 
from   our   inner   soul.  Comparatively, 

man  is  like  a  flashlight,  or  hand-torch  ; 
happiness  must  come  from  within.  Just 
as  the  globe  depends  upon  the  energy  in 
the  concealed  batteries  to  supply  it  with 
what  it  needs  to  reflect,  or  radiate  light, 
so  it  is  with  man  if  he  is  to  reflect,  or 
enjoy  happiness.  The  purer  the  chemi- 
cals, and  the  greater  the  quantity  of  the 
stored  energy  we  have  in  the  dry-cell 
battery  of  our  hand-torch,  the  brighter 
light  we  have  to  guide  our  footsteps  in 
the  dark.  Thus  it  is  with  a  man,  if  his 
spirit  is  endowed  wit!i  a  the  pure  and 
undefiled  desire  of  keeping  the  command- 
ments of  God. 


Let  us  face  our  daily  problems  with  a 
spirit  of  love,  "  doing  unto  others  as  we 
would  have  others  do  unto  us,"  and 
following  after  the  admonition  of  Paul,  by 
"  proving  all  things  and  holding  that 
which  is  good  ".  If  we  will  but  try  this, 
as  the  days  roll  by,  we  will  Hnd  ourselves 
unconsciously  seizing  upon  the  opportuni- 
ties of  doing  that  which  will  build  for  us 
a  realm  of  everlasting  happiness,  with  our 
loved  ones  in  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

If  we  have  the  right  mental  attitude  we 
can  not  help  but  see  that  which  is  good 
in   the   world.  This    is   said   more  ex- 

pressly in  the  words  of  that  great  play- 
wright, William  Shakespeare:  "Nothing 
is  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so." 
For  instance,  two  men  will  be  working 
side  by  side  on  the  same  job,  both  having 
an  equal  amount  of  prestige  and  salary, 
yet  one  is  miserable  and  the  other  happy. 
Immediately  the  question  arises,  whv? 
Because  one  has  the  right  mental  attitude 
and  has  made  up  his  mind  to  be  happ\. 
This  is  just  as  true  with  you  or  me.  We 
are  just  as  happy  as  we  make  up  our 
minds  to  be.  We  must  use  will  power, 
and  develop  our  minds  to  the  extent  that 
we  can  control  our  thoughts  ;  for  to  think 
rightly  is  to  create. 

It  has  been  said,  "  Action  follows 
feeling,"  but  Professor  William  James, 
of  Harvard  University,  an  eminent 
psychologist,  says,  "  Action  and  feeling 
really  go  together,  and  by  controlling  our 
actions,  we  can  indirectly  control  our 
feeling."  The  application  of  this  means 
that  if  we  continually  keep  a  smile  on  our 
face,  and  the  thought  of  doing  good  in 
our  hearts,  our  inner  self  will  naturalh- 
follow  suit,  just  as  assuredly  as  the  roll- 
ing  tide   goes   out  with   the   rising   moon. 

Elbert  Hubbard  has  put  into  words  a 
thought,  which  if  observed,  will  un- 
doubtedly help  us  to  subtract  from  our 
troubles,  multiply  our  triumphs,  and  bring 
out  the  quality  of  our  real  self.  This 
thought  is  quoted  in  Dale  Carnegie's 
(Continued  page  138.) 
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Be  Thou  Fearful  Only  of  Thyself 


By  Elma  Haymond  Wagner. 


K  our  bad,  unspoken  thouglus  are 
reg^istered  ag^ainst  us,  will  not  the 
good  thoug'hts  unspoken,  the  love  and 
tenderness,  the  pity,  beauty  and  clarity 
which  pass  through  the  breast  and  cause 
I  he  heart  to  throb  with  silent  good,  hnd 
remembrance  too?  It  is  said  that  our 
words,  once  out  of  our  lips,  go  travelling 
on,  reverberating  forever  and  ever.  If 
our  words,  why  not  our  thoughts?  We 
never  know  how  lar  or  how  deeply  our 
words     will     sink.  Ihey     may     travel 

quickl)  to  a  great  distance  or  simply  dig 
their  way  into  some  nearby  heart  and 
lodge  there,  growing  into  something  real. 
It  pays  well  to  guard  our  lips.  And  it 
pays  truly  as  well  to  guard  our  thoughts. 
Accustom  yourself,  therefore,  to  think 
upon  nothing,  but  what  you  could  fully 
reveal,  if  the  question  were  put  to  you,  .so 
that  if  your  soul  were  laid  open,  there 
would  nothing  appear  but  what  could  be 


brought  to  the  light  without  blushing. 
The  key  to  every  man  is  his  thoughts. 
Such  as  are  thy  habitual  thoughts,  so  also 
will  be  the  character  of  thy  mind,  for  the 
soul  is  dyed  b)    the  thoughts. 

Our  character  is  always  within  our- 
selves, but  our  reputation  is  in  others. 
Reputation  is  the  light  by  which  the  world 
looks  for  what  we  are — it  is  what  men 
and  women  think  of  us  ;  but  character  is 
what  God   and  the  angels  know  of  us. 

Be  thou  then  fearful  only  of  thyself,  and 
stand  in  awe  of  none  more  than'  of  thine 
own  conscience,  for  there  is  in  every  man 
a  severe  censor  of  his  manners.  And  he 
that  reverences  this  judge  will  seldom  do 
anything  he  need  repent  of. 

'*  He  that  walketh  upright  and 
speaketh  the  truth  in  his  heart,  and  walks 
humbly  with  God,  shall  dwell  in  the  Hol\- 
House." 


Life  In  Perspective — From  page  133. 
said,  lodged  in  tlie  heart  of  a  young  man, 
set  him  to  thinking;  to-day  he  told  me  ot 
it  and  his  eye  beamed  gratitude.  There 
is  an  ebb  and  flow  in  the  tide  of  our  work, 
but    the    mark    is    ever    higher.  Our 

niethuds  are  improving,  and  I  am  sure 
that  there  is  inspiration  at  the  helm,  and 
I  am  content. 

Lest  there  be  a  hidtlen  weakness  in  my 
text,  let  me  strengthen  it  with  another : 
"  This  moment  or  this  hour  onl\-,  belongs 
to  me,  the  years  and  the  centuries  are  in 
the  hands  of  God." 

This  breath  I  draw — this  hour  I  live, 
is  mine  through  the  gift  of  providence.  I 
can  lay  claim  to  no  other.  I  have  taken 
the  torch  from  the  hand  of  someone  who 
has  preceded  me.  It  is  for  me  to  bear 
it,   this  hour  that   I   live.  Before  this 

world  was  peopled  the  foundation  was  laid 
for  the  church  of  God.  All  who  have 
(^ome  and  have  had  the  will  to  do,  have 
had  their  part  to  perform.  Higher  and 
higher,    this    edifice,    planned    by    divine 


architects,  has  grown.  Happy  should  I 
be  if  I  am  permitted  to  put  one  stone  in 
the  wall.  This  moment  or  this  hour  tha' 
God  has  given  me,  I  must  not  waste. 
This  hour  only  is  mine,  I  must  use  it  in 
building. 

And  what  is  there  in  those  centuries 
ahead  ? 

Only  the  Father  knows.  This  we  may 
assuredly  believe,  that  he,  who  formed  1 1n- 
earth and  rolled  it  forth  into  space  and 
said  "  it  is  good,"  will  see  it  renewed  i;s 
a  celestial  sphere,  and  will  look  upon  it 
and  say,  "it  is  perfect."  And  It  sliall 
be  given  to  those  who  have  endured  and 
overcome,  and  it  shall  be  their  eternal 
habitation. 

Let  me  then  have  faith  and  patience  to 
wait  upon  the  Lord. 

Let  me  have  energy  and  spirit  to  take 
the  place  allotted  me  in  the  divine  pro- 
gramme— happy,  and  esteeming  myself 
greatly  favoured  if  I  am  permitted  to 
serve,  and  perhaps  to  suffer. 


138 


CUMORAH'S  SOUTHERN  MESSENGER 


September,  1939. 


Happiness — Fiyjiu  p^tfe  13t>. 
book  How  To  Win  Friends  and  Infiuence 
People  as  follows  :  ' '  Whenever  you  go 
out  of  doors,  draw  the  chin  in,  carry  the 
crown  of  the  head  high  and  fill  the  lungs 
to  the  utmost ;  drink  in  the  sunshine ; 
greet  your  friends  with  a  smile  and  put 
soul  into  every  handshake.  Do  not  fear 
being  misunderstood  and  du  not  waste  a 
minute  thinking  about  your  enemies.  Try 
to  fix  firmly  in  your  mind  what  you  would 
like  to  do,  and  then,  without  veering  of 
direction,  you  will  move  straight  to  the 
goal.  Keep  your  mind  on  the  great  and 
splendid  things  you  would  like  to  do,  and 
then,  as  the  days  go  gliding  by,  you  will 
find  yourself  unconsciously  seizing  the 
opportunities  that  are  required  for  the 
fulfilment  of  your  desire,  just  as  the  coral 
insect  takes  from  the  running  tide  the 
elements  it  needs.  Picture  in  your  mind 
the  able,  earnest,  useful  person  you  desire 
to  be,  and  the  thought  you  hold  is  hourly 
transforming  you  into  that  particular  in- 
dividual .  .  .  Thought  is  supreme.  Pre- 
serve a  right  mental  attitude — the  attitude 
of  courage,  frankness  and  good  cheer. 
To  think  rightly  is  to  create.  All  things 
come  through  desire  and  every  sincere 
prayer  is  answered.  We  become  like 

that  on  which  our  hearts  are  fixed. 
Carry  your  chin  in  and  the  crown  of  your 
head  high.  We  are  God's  in  the 
chrvsalis." 


ARRIVALS  AND  TRANSFERS. 

The  entire  group  of  Cape  missionaries 
was  on  hand  Thursday  morning,  August 
J 7th,  to  welcome  two  new  missionaries 
who  arrived  on  the  Athloiie  Castle  from 
Kngland.  The  new  arrivals  are  :  Elder 
John  N.  Eldredge,  from  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah  ;  and  Elder  L.  Wayne  Redd,  from 
La  Sal,  Utah.  The  whole  mission  bids 
them  "  WELCOME,"  and  Godspeed  in 
their  labours. 

Elders  Jay  L.  Chatterley,  and  Grant  B. 
Shaw,  who  recently  arrived  from  America, 
have  been  transferred  to  the  Eastern 
Province  District  where  they  will  continue 
their  labours.  May  the  Lord  guide  their 
footsteps,  and  assist  them  in  their  work.    . 


The  Flame— Fio 111  page  184. 
brother  who  seized  her  hands,  murmuring, 
Good   girl,    Zinia,    I'm   proud   of  you." 

The  music  cried  plaintively  then  sank 
to  a  soft  staccato  like  the  rustle  of  a 
summer's  wind.  The  lights  dimmed  to 
a    mysterious    darkness.  The    Incom- 

parable Laurizinia  poised  for  a  quivering 
moment  in  the  centre  of  the  stage  and 
then  with  her  superb  grace  whirled  into 
the  first  steps  of  her  word-famous  dance, 
"  The    Moth    and    the    Flame."  She 

followed  the  flickering  light  hesitantly  at 
first  and  then  more  daringly.  She  ad- 

\anced,  receded,  fluttered  toward  the 
white  flame  that  would  have  engulfed 
her.  She      yearned      toward      it      until 

suddenly  the  stage  was  flooded  with  a 
leaping,  encompassing  fire  which  seized 
her,   overwhelmed  her.  She  struggled 

wildly  for  a  long  moment  and  then  sank 
slowly  to  the  floor  in  complete  exhaustion 
and  abandonment.  The  lights  lowered, 
her  head  sank  to  her  breast. 

Sitting  there,  enveloped  in  velvet  dark- 
ness and  exquisite  silence,  the  great 
Laurizinia  knew  somehow  that  peace  that 
often  follows  pain.  She  knew,  beyond 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt,  that  this  was  not 
the  end.  She  had  know  her  love  as  this 
moth  had  known  its  light  and  like  a 
moth's  frail  wings,  her  selfishness  and 
grief  and  pride  had  been  consumed  by 
the  fierce  blue  flame  of  it.  She  felt 
suddenly  that  Jerry's  arms  were  about  her 
even  as  this  darkness  was  about  her : 
"  One  above  and  one  below^ — love  span- 
ning the  distance  like  silken  threads." 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  knew  an 
understanding  sorrow  for  all  these  people, 
the  millions  who  had  known  a  great  grief. 
Her  heart  reached  out  to  them  and  was 
cleansed  by  the  inevitable  and  purifying 
fire  of  life. 

Tears  filled  her  eyes  and  streamed 
slowlv  down  her  cheeks. 


From    Improvement    Era. 
permission. 


Used    bv 


No  man  is  as  good  as  his  wife  thought  he 
was  going  to  be  before  she  married  h:m,  or 
as  bad  as  she  thinks  he  is  after  they  are 
married. — Anon. 
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'District  Highlights 


"  What   matters   it  to   the   world,   whether  I,  or  you,  or  another  ludii  did  such  a  deed, 
or  wrote  such  a  book,  so  be  it  the  deed  and  book    were  well   done  :^  "—Longfellow. 


CAPE. 

Dear  Public, 

Ho'    hum,    y-a-w-n ,    stretch ,    oh, 

yea,  let  me  think,  where*s  my  toothbrush  Y 
Guess  I'll  have  to  wait.  Elder  Thorley  is 
brushing  his  boots  with  it.  Boots,  boots,  it 
there  was  an  "  a  "  in  the  place  of  that 
.second  "o"  it  would  say  boats.  Boats! 
boats ! 

Say!  to-day's  the  llOth !  Let's,  go  down 
to  the  docks  and  greet  the  new  Elders !  That 
looks  like  one  of  them !  No !  can't  be,  he 
hasn't  got  that  peculiar  look.  (Long  wait, 
one  hour  and  a  half,  then  suddenly — .)  One 
tall,  two  tall,  beanpole  missionaries,  three 
little,  four  little,  live  little  missionarie>s ;  fat 
kind,  islim  kind,  round  kind,  and  others  not 
so  kind,  came  waddling  off  the  Winchester 
Castle.  Wish  you  could  see  them  after  a 
month's  fattening  on  the  high  seas. 

Well,  Hi'  ya,  Brigham  Young  (Bring  'em 
Young)  President  FoUand,  to  all  .the  grown- 
ups, was  the  resounding  key  note  that 
opened  a  rollicking  Pioneer  Social  held  by 
the  Parow  Branch  on  July  22nd.  What  fun 
we  did  have! — games  galor  and  of  all  kinds 
and  description.  The  highlights  were  the 
pie  eating  contest,  the  Virginia  Reel  and  the 
feast  of  baked  beans.  Yum-yum-yum. 
Pioneer  costumes  worn  by  all  who  attended 
added  colour  and  spirit  to  the  occasion. 
Prizes  were  awarded  the  winners  of  the  con- 
tes:ts.  (P.S.— I  got  a  little  dog,  h'yah. 
h'yah.) 

After  a  long  day  of  hard  work,  the 
Pioneers  of  the  Mowbray  Branch  gathered 
round  a  camp  fire  on  the  floor  of  the  recrea- 
tion hall,  July  24th.  after  the  manner  of  the 
Pioneers  of  tlie  Covered  Wagon  Days.  They 
had  no  sooner  commenced  their  feast  of 
entertainment  when  a  tribe  of  twelve  mighty, 
war-painted  American  Indians  overtook,  oi-, 
should  I  say,  took  over  the  programme.  Ky 
yi's,  yaps,  moans,  and  screams,  and  a  few 
''  boos  "  preceded  the  capture  and  sitting 
down  of  "  Setting  Bull  "  and  all  his  little 
"  bull  slingers."  Elder  "  Buck  "  Thorley 
saved  the  last  of  his  hair,  by  singing  "  Just 
Before  The  Scalp'in  Mother."  "  Brigham 

Young  "  with  the  aid  of  his  chin  whiskers, 
and  his  many  wives,  drew  up  and  signed  a 
treaty  settling  the  "  Danc-ing  "  question. 
(He    danced    with    all    of    them.)  In    the 

meantime  the  Pioneers  adopted  the  antics  of 
the  Indians,  and  played  a  game  called  "  Hot 
Pants."  where  you  chase  each  other  around 
lambasting  the  one  in  front  of  you  with  a 
"  wand  "  made  of  newspapers  rolled  up. 
(Some  fim.)  You  should  have  seen  these 
Pioneers  swing  tlie  Virginia  Reel.  And  last. 
but  not  least,  can  vou  smell  those  baked 
BEANS? 

Brother  Clarence  Randall  visited 
"  Cumorah  "   two  or  three  times  during  his 


stay  in  Cape  Town.  Right  here  I  have  a 
confession  to  make.  It's  this  way  :  Sunday, 
Clarence  called  up  "  Cumorah  "  and  ask 
the  party  on  the  other  end  of  the  wire  what 
time  Sunday  night  meeting  started?  The 
voice  came  back,  "  Seven  forty-five." 
Clarence  thought  it  was  odd.  so  he  asked 
again,  but  got  the  same  answer;  conse- 
quently Clarance  got  to  Church  just  in  time 
to  hear  the  latst  song.  There  were  lots  of 
questions  asked,  but  nobody  seemed  to  know 
who  answered  the  phone  when  Clarence 
called.  Do  you  know  who  did  it?  Well,  I 
ju,st  decided  not  to  tell  you  because  I  might 
be  implicated,  but  anyway.  District  Presi- 
dents aren't  supposed  to  be  so  thoughtless. 
We  all  enjoyed  having  Brother  Randall  visit 
us,  and  especially  when  the  Doll  House 
freezer  doesn't  work  right,  and  some  of  the 
ice-cream  is  spoiled.  Boy.  was  it  spoiled! 
Yum-yum. 

Brother  and  Sister  Moore,  from  the 
Durban  Branch,  just  about  had  to  hire  a 
canoe  to  bring  them  to  "  Cumorah,"  when 
they  arrived  at  Cape  Town  on  July  31st. 
They  are  making  their  home  here  temporarily 
for  the  next  three  or  four  months. 

On  the  evening  of  the  31st,  the  Sunday 
School  held  a  ■  games  night  in  behalf  of  the 
empty  Christmas  Sock  (which  still  remains 
quite  empty).  Elder  Scott  "  Svengalli  " 
'iVhitaker  entertained  the  crowd  with  his  car- 
toon sketches  of  all  the  funny   "  physiog's." 

The  officers  and  teachers  of  the  Mowbray 
Branch  held  their  monthly  meeting  at 
"  Cumorah  "    on   August  12th.  Following 

the  meeting,  games  and  refreshments  were 
enjoyed  by  all  attending. 

"Have  you  heard  the  news?"  "Have 
you  heard  the  news?  " 

We  had  a  show  the  other  night  (August  17) 
and  drove  away  the  blues. 

We  had  artists,  comedians  and  danceits 
galore, 

And  the  hall  was  packed  with  people,  'till 
there  wasn't   room  for  any  more. 

In  any  case,  the  "  Revudeville  "  was  a 
grand  success,  thanks  to  all  who  attended 
and  took  part.  To  you  who  did  not  or  could 
not  come,  well — 1  just  can't  describe  it.  so 
I'll  just  say  it  was  really  SWELL! 

Dear  Sister  Districts,  don't  let  me  alarm 
vou,  and  don't  let  on  that  you  know,  but 
President  and  Sister  Folland  and  their  family 
left  here  on  'the  morning  of  August  18tli  for 
a  trip  to  Jo'burg,  Kruger  National  Park,  and 
any  other  place  they  can  find.  We  all  wish 
them  a  pleasant  and  successful  journey. 

We  all  extend  our  heartfelt  sympathies  to 
Sister  Jolliffe,  of  Parow.  on  the  death  of 
her  baby,  born  August  4th. 

Willem  J.  Campbell,  son  of  Brother  and 
Mrs.  P.  J.  Campbell,  died  suddenly  on  the 
evening  of  August  18th.  Funeral  services 
were   held   at   the   home,    and   at   the   Dutch 


140 


CUMURAH'S  SOUTHERN  MESSENGER 


September,  1939. 


Refonued  Cliuich  in  Paruw,  and  at  the 
graveside.  We  wish  to  extend  sincere  sym- 
pathy to  all  the  members  of  the  bereaved 
family. 

Several  ol'  the  misssiouaries  met  with 
Brother  and  Sister  van  Niekerk  at  the 
Strand.  August  5th,  at  whicli  time  theii 
infant  son,  Nelson  Cornelius  Valantino  van 
Niekerk  was  blessed. 

Providence  could  not  have  favoured  ucs  with 
a  more  l^eautiful  day  than  that  of  August 
lOtli.  Mrs.  Hearne  celebrated  her  birthday  by 
being  baptized  a  member  of  the  Church.*  At 
the  same  time  Miss  Eleanor  Folland  was  bap- 
tized. We  v<ish  to  extend  our  congratula- 
tions and  greetings  to  these  two  new  mem- 
bers of  the  Church.  Following  the  baptisma' 
service  a  reception  was  given  at  "  Cumorah 
in  honour  of  Sister  Hearne's  birthday. 

Well,  friends,  if  you  have  had  nerve  enough 
to  read  all  that  I  have  written  here,  I  wish 
to    congratulate    you.  It    shows   that    you 

have  a  good  character,  and  the  power  of 
"  Stick-to-itiveness." 

— Your  eoluiiii'iuidering  reporttj 

from  the  Cape. 

TRANSVAAL. 

Three  highly  successful  Pioneer  Social  :b 
were  held  in  the  District  on  the  21th  of  July, 
in  commemoration  of  the  arrival  of  the 
Mormon  Pioneers  m  the  Valley  of  the  Gretit 
Salt  Lake,   ninety-two  years  ago. 

In  the  Waterval  Branch  a  group  of  ap- 
proximately 100  members  and  friends 
gathered  in  the  evening  at  the  home  of  the 
Brummer  family  on  Kemp  Avenue,  to  enjoy 
an  open  ^amp  fire,  and  food  prepared  on  the 
coals.  Games    were    played    and    everyone 

present   Lad  an   enjoyable  time. 

In  the  Pretoria  Branch  a  social  was  held 
at  which  3U  members  and  friends  were 
present.  This   wa^s   a    good    showing,    con- 

sidering the  cold  weather.  Music  was  fur- 
nished by  Brothers  Charlton  and  N.  Gouws. 
The  gathering  was  under  the  direction  of 
President  Duncan,  who  took  charge  of  the 
games,  dancing  and  other  entertainments. 
iRefreshments  were  served,  and  everyone  had 
a  pleasant  time. 

"  Ramah  "  celebrated  the  24th  in  the  form 
of  a  Pioneer  Dance.  Games  were  also 
played  and  bean  soup,  in  keeping  with  the 
occasion,  was  served  to  the  large  group  of 
people  present.  The  Mutual  was  in  charge 
of  the  programme  and  activities  of  the 
evening. 

The  Pretoria  and  Benoni  Branches  have 
new     meeting      places.  In      Pretoria      the 

services  are  held  in  the  same  building,  but 
in  a  larger,  better  lighted  room,  which  is 
located  on  the  same  floor  as  the  former  meet- 
ing place.  In  Benoni  the  services  are  being 
held  in  a  well-appointed  hall  at  46  Cran- 
bourne   Avenue,    iBenoni   proper.  The   hall 

has  nice  seats  and  is  certainly  a  marked 
improvement  over  the  hall  which  has  been 
used  in  the  past. 

The  Primary  &]K)nsored  another  concert  at 
"  Rpimah  "  on  August  llth.  The  children 
performed  nicely  and  were  aided  in  their  pro- 
gramme   by    dancing    numbers    and    musical 


■selections  from  various  friends  of  the 
Church.  The  Primary  Mother,  Sister  van 
Rooyen,  and  her  helpers,  are  to  be  con- 
gratulated on  the  success  of  tlie  concert. 

Many  of  the  folk  who  have  been  on 
vacations  during  tiie  .July  holidays  have 
returned  to  the  Transvaal.'  All  that  have 
been  awav  seem  happy  that  they  missed  the 
cold  we:it"her  which  the  people  in  this  district 
DIDN'T  enjoy. 

Most  of  the  Saints  and  friends  in  the  dis- 
trict are  enjoying  good  health.  iBrother 
Sanders,  of  iPretoria,  is  about  his  duties 
after  the  terrible  illness  that  he  has  suffered. 
Unfortunately  Sister  Grobbelaar  is  a  notable 
exception,  as  she  has  been  suffering  with 
bronchitis  during  the  month  of  July.  Sister 
Hilda  Kelly,  of  "  Ramah  "  Branch,' has  been 
ill,  but  is  up  and  about  her  many  duties  now. 

Bi'other  and  Sister  Jakins,  of  Pretoria, 
have  ispent  a  few  days  at  the  home  of  Sister 
.Jakins"  family  in  Springs  during  the  past 
month. 

"  Ramah  '"  Branch  had  a  meeting  on 
August  9th  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  and 
forming  plans  for  raising  money  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  proposed  construction  of  a  new 
chapel  in  Johannesburg.  Besides  the  busi- 
ness part  of.  the  meeting  a  social  evening  was 
enjoyed,  with  refreshments  as  the  highlight 
of  the  evening. 

Sister  Vice,  who  has  had  an  extended 
holiday  with  her  daughter  in  Margate. 
Natal,  has  i-eturned  to  her  home  in  Johannes- 
burg, refreshed  and  renewed  after  an  enjoy- 
able vacation. 

Elder  J.  Keith  iHansen.  who  has  laboured 
in  the  Natal  District  for  the  past  seven 
months,  has  been  transferred  to  this  district 
and  is  labouring  with  Elder  Douglass  in  the 
Liahona  Branch. 

A  Primary  has  been  started  in  the  Liahona 
Branch,  with  Sister  Mary  Stark  as  Primary 
Mother.  Mrs.  Sandeman.  a  friend  of  the 
Church,    will   be   one  of  her  assistants. 

The  entire  district  enjoyed  the  Gold  and 
Green  Ball  which  was  held  in  the  Kensing- 
ton Hall  in  .Johannesburg  on  August  18tb. 
This  ball  is  always  the  highlieht  of  the  social 
year   in   Church   circles.  The   Ambassador 

Orchestra  furnished  the  music  and  a  splendid 
crowd   was   present   to   enjov  the   event. 

Sisters  M.  J.  Orton  and  J.  J.  Matthews 
were  grieved  at  the  death  of  their  sister. 
Miss  Alethia  Ida  Toennesen,  who  was  a 
resident  of  Pretoria.  She  died  on  August 
7tli,  and  her  funeral  was  held  in  Pretoria  on 
August  9th.  Elder  King  S.  Udall  was  in 
charge  of  the  funeral,  assisted  by  Elders 
Sidney  Badger  and  Donald  Garrick.  Elder 
Udall  was  the  sneaker  at  the  service  and 
Elder  Badger  dedicated  the  grave.  All  the 
Saints  in  the  district  join  in  extending  their 
sympathy  to  the  loved  ones  left  behind. 

The  East  Rand  Branches  of  Benoni  and 
Springs  held  a  conjoint  meeting  in  the  new 
hall  of  the  Benoni  Branch  on  August  6th. 
Brothers  L.  G.  Muir  and  Norman  Muir 
inspired  the  congregation  with  their  words  of 
encouragement  and  counsel. 
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Cottage  meetings  have  been  held  recently 
at  the  homes  of  many  Saints  and  investiga- 
tors in  the  district.  On  the  East  Rand, 
meetings  have  taken  place  at  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Anderson's  in  Benoni,  Brother  and  Sister 
Hancock's  at  Van  Dyk  Mines  and  at  I.  C. 
Louw's  in  Springs.  In  Waterval  many 
meetings  have  been  held  at  the  home  of  the 
McKnight  family  and  also  the  Brummer 
family.  Elders  Douglass,  Kirkham  and 
Hansen  have  also  held  meetings  in  the 
Southern  Suburbs.  In  "Ramah"  and  Pre- 
toria much  time  and  effort  has  been  put  forth 
in  contacting  new  friends  for  the  Church. 
Elders  Badger,  Garrick,  Wiscomb  and 
Knudsen  have  been  particularly  active  in 
these  endeavours.  The  Transvaal  Elders 
feel  encouraged  in  the  missionary  work  and 
feel  that  the  Lord  has  certainly  blessed 
them  with   rich  blessings. 

in  Benoni,  Elder  O.  Ned  Kirkham  has 
replaced  Elder  Wm.  D.  Wiscomb,  who  comes 
into  "  Ramah  "  to  labour  with  Elder  John 
George      Knudsen.  Elder     Kirkham     has 

laboured  with  Elder  Douglass  in  the  Liahona 
Branch  for  the  past  three  months.  Both 
Elders  have  made  many  friends  in  the 
branches  they  have  left,  and  all  who  know 
them  wish  them  new  success  in  the 
liranches  they  are  now  labouring  in. 
Babies  blessed — 

Robert  Charles  Anderson,  son  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Anderson,  sr.,  of  Benoni.  was 
blessed  by  Elder  Jay  S.  Broadbent  on  the 
25th  of  July.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Anderson  are 
good  friends  of  the  Church  in  Benoni. 

Emmarencia  Petronella  Joubert,  daughter 
of  Brother  and  Sister  Louis  Edward  Joubert, 
in  Waterval,  was  blessed  by  Brother  William 
Brummer  on   August  6tb,   1939. 

NATAL. 

From  the  most  beautiful  vacation  spot  of 
the  Union,  Natalites  extend  hearty  wishes  of 
health,  happiness  and  success  to  each  of  you 
and  to  the  growth  and  jirosper/ty  of  your 
branch ! 

Now  it  is  appropriate  that  we  extend  our 
deepest  sympathy  to  Sister  McLaren  and 
family  whose  father  recently  passed  to  that 
"  great  beyond  "  ;  to  Brother  and  Sister 
Dunbar  and  daughter,  Mrs.  L'Estrange, 
whom  we  join  in  mourning  the  passing  away 
of  Mr.  L'Estrange ;  to'  Sister  Getaz,  who, 
with  her  family,  mourns  the  loss  of  her 
mother.  However,    we    rejoice    when    we 

realize  that  death  is  but  a  parting. 

Elder  N.  Spencer  Black  disembarked  on 
July  2nd  from  the  Carnarvon  Castle  after 
an  enjoyable  voyage  up  the  roast  from  the 
Cape.  In  one  short  month,  he  has  enjoyed 
a  biithday,  become  acquainted  with  friends 
and  members  of  both  Natal  B'ranches,  and 
been  a  big  asset  to  the  district.  He  will 
replace  Elder  J.  Keith  Hansen  who  was 
"  tucked  "  neatly  in  the  "  dickie  "  of 
Brother  Louw's  car  as  he  left  Natal  to 
labour   in   the   Transvaal.  May  the   Lord 

bless  him  with  continued  success  in  his 
labours. 

The  Pietermaritzburg  Elders  are  back  at 
home  after  spending  a  few  weeks  in  Durban. 


Elder  Max  W.  Simkins  who  has  been 
labouring  in  Pietermaritzburg,  has  been 
transferred  to  Durban,  and  Elder  Black  has 
taken  his  place  in  Pietermaritzburg. 

Oh  yes,  going  back  to  the  25 th  of  July, 
we  pause  to  mention  the  joUj'  evening  spent 
playing  games,  singing  songs  and  eating 
down  at  the  local  meeting  place.  The  social 
was  held  jointly  to  commemorate  the  Pioneers 
who  made  that  (ireat  Trek,  and  as  a  fare- 
well for  Brother  and  Sister  Moore  and  Elder 
Hansen.  Brother  and  Sister  Louw  and  the 
Clark  sisters  were  also  present  on  this  happy 
occasion. 

It  seems  as  though  all  of  our  Transvaal 
visitors  have  again  returned  to  their  homes 
and  loved  ones,  and  we  hope  they  enjoyed 
their  visit  to  Natal  as  much  as  we  Natalites 
enjoyed  having  them  here.  We  do  hope 
they  will   all  be   able   to  visit   us  again   soon. 

A  beautiful  testimony  was  borne  when 
Brother  C.  A.  Smith  acknowledged,  as  one  of 
the  happiest  highlights  of  liis  life,  his  recent 
ordination  in  the  Aaronio  Priesthood  after 
months  of  genealogy  work.  We  know  that 
he  will  magnify  his  calling  and  enjoy  and 
share  with  his  wife  the  blessings  whicji  come 
to  those  who  serve  the  Lord. 

It  is  hoped  that  members  in  both  Pieter- 
maritzburg and  Durban  Branches  will  strive 
to  enjoy  greater  family  and  inter-family 
relationships  in  their  homes  during  tlic 
coming  months.  Evening  family  prayers  and 
little  family  socials  will  make  our  members 
enjoy  greater  love  and  group  progress. 

Many  friends  have  recently  been  made, 
and  through  the  presentation  of  those 
dramatic  "  Fulness  of  Times  "  records.  Natal 
will  be  forging  ahead! 

EASTERN    PROVINCE. 

You  know,  folks,  that  little  branch  of 
Port  Elizabeth  has  been  stepping  along 
pretty    lively    tliis    month.  I   don't   knoM" 

what  to  attribute  it  to  unless  it  is  that  the 
Cape  Town  Express  brought  half  of  them 
back  home  filled  with  vigour  from  a  restful 
two  weeks  of  sightseeing  and  travel  on  the 
"  South    African    Jitterbug."  From   all    T 

can  gather,  outside  of  the  Doll  House  Ice- 
cream the  Victoria  Falls  was  pretty  good 
too  (paid  advertisement). 

I  never  did  find  out  who  was  the  lucky 
fellow  that  got  SnoAv  White  on  that  drive 
they    held    sometime    back.  I've   heard   of 

having  drives  for  buck  and  lions  and 
elephants  before,  but  T  never  have  run 
across  anyone  trying  to  corral  humanity, 
r  think  I'll  start  beating  the  bush  for  Mae 
West. 

I  thought  that  Elder  Marchant  had  left 
the  farm  behind,  but  T  overheard  him  com- 
menting that  some  more  livestock  was 
passing  through.  I'll  bet  he  was  referring 
to  that  dark-^oh  yes.  Elder  Black  who  gave 
the  citizens  of  Port  Elizabeth  a  .short  thrill 
with,  his   magnificent   physioue.  They  tell 

me  that  he  sailed  on  to  Durban  to  be  a  body 
guard  for  Elder  Meier. 

The  little  Primary  kids  raised  a.  deuce  of 
a  racket  on  the  19th.  Someone  told  them 
they    were    having    a    Pioneer    Social,    but    it 
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sounded  more  like  an  American  Indian  war 
dance.  Peace  was  had  only  when  the  spoils 
of  war  were  divided  and  consumed.  The 
oldsters  also  later  gathered  around  a  low 
flickering  lire  in  commemoration  of  the 
great  trek,  and  in  attempting  to  recapture 
the  romance  of  that  event,  raised  their  voices 
in  harmonious  lays  of  long  ago.  Elder 
Lewis  set  tears  a  trickling  with  an  old  cow- 
boy ballad  sung  in  his  low,  mellow  voice  (so 
mellow  that  it  was  rotten).  He  must  have 
pitched  it  a  little  high  though,  for  I  noticed 
in  the  faint  glowing  firelight  that  every  once 
in  a  Avhile  he  would  bounce  up  to  a  high 
note,  and  his  neck  would  sort-of-say,  "  did 
I  tell  you  about  that  ostrich  farm  my  Uncle 
George  just  bought?  "  But  the  beans  were 
simmering  and  the  ham  a  roasting,  and  that 
crowd  was  ravenous  after  the  long  day's 
tramp,  so  "  soup  was  on  " — I  mean  beans. 
Brigham  Young  (Brother  Doller)  found  him- 
self with  too  many  wives  hanging  on  to  his 
coat  when  the  Virginia  Reel  was  called.  It 
made  me  realize  that  that  old  Patriarch  must 
have  been  a  master  of  tact  in  his  day.  I 
often  wonder  now  what  his  home  life  was 
like  if  he  danced  more  with  one  than  with 
the  others. 

All  reinforcements  were  needed  to  hold  in 
the  walls  of  the  Bon  Accord  Hall  when  the 
Relief  Society  put  on  their  big  dance.  Tn 
say  it  was  a  success  would  be  belittling  the 
fact  that  even  a  policeman  was  ileed^d  to 
direct  the  traffic,  and  a  numbf^r  of  red  and 
green  robots  around  the  floor  would  have 
been  effective.  The  Sunday  School  is  plot- 
ting to  make  a  similar  coup  on  the  26th  of 
August.  I  am  hoping  for  them  that  another 
battleship  is  in  the  harbour. 

But  the  mO'St  fun  was  in  watching  Elder 
Lewis  come  slowly  up'  the  Church  aisle  with 
a  stilted  grin  on  his  face  and  a  wreath  and 
veil  holding  on  to  his  arm.  He  seemed  to 
be  shaking  in  his  boots  as  he  stood  there 
by  Chrissie  Rudd  at  the  altar  and  mumbled 
a  weak  "I  do"  when  the  preacher  asked  .  .  . 
"  And  who  giveth  this  woman  away?  "  I'll 
bet  he  felt  happy  that  this  "I  do  "  in  the 
marriage  ceremony  here  means  a  lot  different 
than  it  does  in  America.  Well,  after  wait- 
ing some  time.  iMr.  and  Mrs.  Bill  Greene 
and  company  came  back  from  the  photo- 
graphers and  we  all  began  to  absorb  the 
refreshments.  Elder  iLewis  got  up  and  said 
some  little  ditty  about  fate  and  wait  and  .  .  . 
oh.  I  don't  remember.  But  anyhow,  they 
got     married.  I     guess     that's     all     that 

matters. 

The  wind  was  blowing,  the  sand  was 
sifting,  the  clouds  were  clouding,  but  nothing 
could  daunt  the  intrepid  Mormons  when 
thev  decided  to  have  a  picnic.  Hotel 
Pollock's  walls  reverberated  echos  of  mad 
yells  and  shouts  when  the  fellows  began  to 
tear  each  other  apart  in  soccer,  rugby,  and 
American  football. 

Hear  ye,    hear  ye!  The  Port  Elizabeth 

Elders  have  ceased  to  be  "  on  their  toes  " 
and  are  now  proudly  rolling  along  Main 
Street  on  shiny  new  pusli-bikes.  (That  is. 
shiny   except   for    a    few   replaced   spokes    on 


Elder  Marchant's  bike  that  were  suddenly 
removed  when  in  a  moment  of  forgetfulness 
he  pictured  himself  breaking  in  one  of  the 
new  colts  back  home.)  These  two  Columbi 
have  concocted  the  fantastic  idea  of  pedaling 
their  new  toys  over  the  .smooth  South 
African  highways  to  the  distant  village  of 
East  London,  forsaking  most  their  luggage, 
in  order  to  carry  enough  seat  cushions  and 
linamonts.  We   might    suggest   that   they 

also  take  along  a  derrick  to  facilitate  their 
removal  from  bed  early  the  second  morning. 
Well,  that's  just  about  all  I've  heard  over 
in  this  neck  of  the  woods  this  month.  They 
are  starting  a  new  system  of  branch  teach- 
ing here,  so  I'll  have  another  page  or  two 
of  choice  bits  for  you  after  they  come  to 
my  house. 

Editorial— From  page  130. 

ear  to  ear,  and  destroys,  without  conscience, 
tlie  good  name  of  a  man,  the  reputation  of 
an  institution,  the  integrity  of  a  nation,  or 
whatever  it  chooses  to  blight  and  wither.  To 
shout  base  things  in  the  market  place,  to 
print  a  libellous  statement,  or  to  bear  false 
witnesis  in  violation  of  the  commandments  of 
God  and  men,  are  crimes  traceable  to  their 
source  and  for  which  there  is  due  punish- 
ment; but  he  who  carries  his  unholy  wares 
on  the  breath  of  a  whisper  which  sweeps 
from  lip  to  lip,  and  which,  by  its  innuendo, 
suggests  more  than  it  says,  is  of  all  men 
most  despicable." 

We  hope  that  all  Church  members  will  rise 
above  this  evil  practice — will  see  that  to 
.yield  to  the  temptation  to  blacken  another's 
reputation  is  to  become  an  active  agent  of 
the  adversary. 


How  I  Became  a  Mormon — From  page  135. 
far  as  it  is  translated  correctly,  and  that 
the  Book  of  Mormon  is  also  the  word  of 
God.  I  have  never  known  such  inward 
happiness  before  as  I  have  since  I  became 
a  member  of  this  church.  I  know  that 
if  I  serve  God  according  to  the  principles 
of  the  Gospel  and  according  to  the  Word 
of  Wisdom,  I  will  be  blessed  more  each 
day.  I  can't  thank  God  enough  that  I 
belong  to  such  a  wonderful  church.  If 
I  had  to  pay  everything  I  have,  every  day, 
I  could  not  repav  God  for  His  goodness 
to  me. 

I  pray  the  blessing  of  the  Lord  on  each 
and  every  one  of  you. 

_  □   n  

Too    mauy    people    are    in    a    "  rut  "    that 
starts    "  nowhere,"    and    trai'els    in    a    circle. 

— Anon . 


The  world  owes  no  man  a  living  until  he  is 
willing  to  collect  the  debt. — Anon. 


September,  1939. 
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The  Last  Laugh 


By  By  Colly. 

He  is  happiest  who  finds  peare  in  his  home. 


-Goethe. 


"  0-Der." 

The  skunk  wallis  alone,  goodness  knows. 

As  on  life's  weary  journey  he  goes. 

You  can  never  depend 

On  the  skunk  as  a  friend — 

Yet,  he'll  give  his  last  scent  to  his  foes. 


Smart  Boy. 

Davey   McFarlane :    "What 
Auntie,    something   without 
across  the  bathroom  floor." 

Ethel    McFarlane  :    ' '  Good 
is  it.P  " 

Davey  :    ' '  Water . ' ' 


do  you   think, 
is    running 

gracious,    what 


One  Wit  and  a  Half. 

President  Folland  was  getting  some  data 
from  the  new  missionaries,  when  he  asked 
Elder  Shupe  this  question:  "What  State 
were  you  born  in  ?  " 

Elder  Shupe:  "Unless  my  recollection 
fails  me,   it  was  in  the  state  of  ignorance." 

President  (writing  hurriedly):  "^es,  to  be 
sure.     And  how  long  have  you  lived  there? 

Q     a 

Lost  and  Found. 

Elder  Marchant :  "Where  ran  people  who 
eat  onions  be  found?  " 

Elder  Chatt«rley :  "I  can't  imagine  any- 
one that  eats  onions  getting  lost.'' 


Nice  Work. 

School  Teacher:  "Bonnie,  what  is  the 
difference  between  a  statesman  and  a 
politician?  " 

Bonnie  Folland:  "A  statesman  is  n 
person  who  wants  to  do  something  for  his 
country,  and  a  politician  is  one  who  wants 
his  country  to  do  something  for  him." 


Who  Knows? 


Olga  :  "  Grace 
never  been  kissed 

Peggy  Millan : 
any  girl  swear!  " 


Millan     swears 
by  a  man." 
'  That's   enough 


Fore! 


she     has 
to    make 


This  bit  of  sarcasm,  or  something,  appears 
in  the  form  of  a  sign  on  a  Scottish  golf 
course:  "Members  will  please  refrain  from 
picking  up  lost  balls  until  they  have  stopped 
rolling." 


A   Hot  Joke. 

President  Folland:  "You  certainly  have 
put  a  lot  of  poor  jokes  in  this  month's  O.S.M. 
I  doubt  that  they  will  make  anyone  laugh." 

Elder  Shurtliff :  "  Oh,  I  don't  know  about 
that?  I  put  a  copy  in  the  fire,  and  it  just 
roared.'' 


Speedy. 

It  wa.s  a  busy  day  in  "  Cumorah's  "  shower 
room,  and  Elder  Kirkham  was  in  the 
shower,  when  the  following  (onversation 
took  place : 

Elder  Larsen :  "Elder,  are  you  about 
through  in  the  shower?  " 

Elder  Kirkham:  "I'm  just  starting  tn 
wash   my   hair   — (singular)—." 

Elder  Larsen:  "  Oh,  your  gettjig  out  right 
now  then." 


Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Brother  Spear  was  cautioning  his  son. 
Fred,  about  the  wiles  of  the  "  fair  sex,"  and 
said,  "  remember,  son,  beauty  h  only  skin 
deep." 

Fred:  "That's  deep  enough  for  me,  T>ad, 
I'm  no  cannibal." 

□     □ 

Never  Be  Uate. 

Lorraine  Bibh :  "Say.  Patsy,  I  forgot  to 
invite  you  to  come  to  the  picnic  I'm  giving 
to-morrow!  " 

Patricia  Smith:  "It's  too  late  now,  I've 
already  prayed  for  rain." 


void. 

One  trouble  with  the  "  great  open  spaces," 
is  that  so  many  of  them  are  located  under- 
neath hats. 
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With  The  Missionaries 


CAPE    DISTRICT: 

Elder  Rohert  S.   Kirkliam,   President,    "  Cuniurah,  '  Main  Rd.,  Mowbray.    I'lione  (i  -33;i4. 
liildeis  Max  Sliurtliff,  Quinten  E.  Crockett,  Phil  C.  Dana,  Harold  M.  Jtiergeson,  Richard 

F.    Thoriey,    Scott   M.    Whitaker,    Norman    S.     Howells,    Robert    Q.    Sliupe,    John    A. 

Eldredge,  Ju.    \Nayne  Redd. 
SERVK'JiS:    Sunda'y,    10.30   a.m. — "  Deserot,"     Rhode.s    Avenue,     Woodstock;    .S(j,     l^ay 

Road,   Mou.ik'   Point;    16,    Clarendon   Crescent,   Brooklyn;   "  Marcourt,"   Eerste  River. 
Mowbray   Branch:    "  Cumorah,"   Main  Road,   J.   Gouldon   Evans,    President. 
SERVICES:    Snnday,    10.30   a.m.    and   7   p.m.;  Tuesday,  M.I.A.,   7.45  p.m.;   Wednesday, 

Primary,   4   p.m.  ;   Thursday,   Priesthood  and    Relief   Society,    7.4o    p.m.  ;    (Jenealogical 

Class  each  2nd  Sundaj%   8.15  p.m. 
Parow  Branch:  9a,  Weimar  Road,  E.  J.  Jakins,  President. 
SERVICES:    Snnday,    10.30   a.m.    and   7   p.m.,  and  10.30  a.m.   at  Fisher  St.,   Goodwood. 

TRANSVAAL   DISTRICT: 

Elder  King  S.   Udall,   President,  395,   Commissioner  Street.       Phone  24 — 3669. 

Elders  Wm.  D.  Wiscomb,  J.  Keith  Hansen,  Robert  B.  Douglass,  Donald  B'.  (jarrirk. 
Jay  S.   Broadbent.  Sidney   V.   Badger,   O.   Ned  Kirkham,  John  G.  Knudsen. 

Ram'ah   Branch:   395,   Commissioner  Street,  Johannesburg.     Evan   P.   Wr.ght,   President. 

SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m.  Tuesday,  M.I. A.,  8.0  p.m.  Wednes- 
day, Primary,  3.0  p.m.,  Thursday,  Relief  Society,  8.0  p.m. 

Llahona  Branch:  20,  Petunia  Street,  Rosettenville,  Johannesburg.  Leonard  G.  Muir, 
President. 

SERVICES:    Sunday,    10.30   a.m.    and    7.30  p.m.,    at   20,    Petunia    Street,    Rosettenville. 

Springs   Branch:   "Castle  Mansions.''   Third  Street.       I.  C.  Louw,  President. 

SERVICES:  Sunday,   10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

Waterval  Branch:  153,  Kemp  Avenue,  Waterval  Estate.  William  H.  Brummer,  Presi- 
den  t . 

SERVICES  :  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.0  p.m. 

Pretoria    Branch:    Poynton's   Building,    173b,    Church    Street.    West.  Louis    Diiiuan. 

President. 

SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

Benoni   Branch:  46,  Cranbonrne  Avenue,  Benoni. 

SERVICES:  Sunday.   7.30  p.m. 

NATAL   DISTRICT: 

Elder  Gail  C.  Meier,  President,  60,  Davenport  Road,  Durban. 

Elders   Max   W.   Simkins,   Leslie  W.   J.   Beer.   N.  Spencer  Black. 

Durban   Branch:  Perla  Siedle  Studio,   Buchanan   Building,   West  and   Ruswel   Streets. 

SERVICES:    Sunday,    10.30   a.m.    and    7.0  p.m.;      Wednesday,      Priesthood     and     Relief 

Society,   7.30  p.m. 
PietermaritZburg   Branch:   Good  Templars'   Hall,    Longmarket  Street. 
SERVICES:   Sunday,   7.0  p.m. 

EASTERN    PROVINCE    DISTRICT: 

Elder   Walter  M.   Lewis,    President.   51.    Donkin  Street,   Port   Elizabeth. 

Elder  Preston  T.   Marchant,  Jay  L.  Chatterley,   (Jrant   B.    Shaw. 

Port    Elizabeth    Branch:   Robert  Dollar.    President,    Foresters'   Hall.   Palm  Street. 

SERVICES:  Sunday,   10.30  a.m.  and  7.0  p.m.        Cottage   Meetings,   Tuesday,   8.0   p.m. 

East    London   Branch:    B.   A.   T.  Jubber.   President.   5,   Nahoon   View  Road. 

Elder    Harold    E.    Larsen.    Mission    Secretary. 
Elder  Max   V.   ShurtliflF.   Mission   Cnmmissarinn. 


GARDENER'S    GARAGE 

EXPERTS   IN— 

Wrecking  Service,  Cylinder  Reboring,  High  Pressure  Greasing, 
Spray  Painting — Prompt  Service 

PHONE  6—3949.  Main  Road,  Mowbray,  C.P. 


)^  S. A.  Electric  Printing  Co.  (Pty.)  Ltd..   28'30,   Prestwich  Street,  Capetown. 


